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But as chance would have it the poor lady now began showing
signs of physical distress.
"I am sorry/' she murmured. "It's silly of me. But I've—
Pve done more than I should to-day and—I feel—I feel I
must sit down—just for a minute, if you don't mind!"
No-man cursed her to himself bitterly and unkindly. He
glared round him distractedly. They were now standing by the
side of a War Cenotaph, and the woman was leaning help-
lessly against the rails.
He could see a stone slab under one of the chestnut-trees
where there evidently had been a seat, but they had taken it
away for the winter. What the devil was he to do with her?
He couldn't leave her leaning against iron rails. Was it his des-
tiny to take her somewhere, or fetch a doctor? He looked
blankly at her. She had the appearance of a person who might
at any second sink down on the ground. He stared angrily at
a handsome wreath that someone had placed at the foot of the
cenotaph. He visualized Mrs. Quirm prostrate on the ground
with her head against this wreath. He felt a curious hostility
even to her brown hat. Why had she come all this way if she
wasn't fit for walking?
He moved towards her and made a clumsy gesture as if to
substitute himself, as a support, for the iron railings; but she
feebly pushed him off.
"I'll be—I'll be better in a minute," she whispered. "It's
really nothing—if I could—if I could—only—sit down.'*
In his effort to help her his fantastic oak cudgel fell down at
her feet and as he stooped to pick it up he noticed that one of
her shoestrings was hanging loose. For some reason this made
him more angry still. "She didn't even trouble to dress her-
self properly," he thought, "before setting out. She's a hys-
terical fool!" Her hat too had begun to tilt sideways in a ridicu-
lous way and he now began indulging in the ignoble thought
that the people passing by might suppose she was drunk.
But making a great effort Nancy Quirm straightened herself
up and lifting one of her hands adjusted her hat.
"There's a bakery—just there," she murmured looking
vaguely towards the street. "Perhaps—you could—take me
there—and then—I won't—I won't trouble you any more."
He took her at her word, and with her hand clutching his arm
they moved slowly into South Street. Here to No-man's

